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	1. Going out like Marines!

**0622 hours, August 30, 2552 (Military Calendar)\**

**UNSC Vessel _Forward Unto Dawn, _Rim of the Milky Way**

**near "The Ark"**

"We gotta give the Chief some cover," shouted Sergeant Cameron Zener over the comlink to the rest of this squad. Zulu squad was following the Chief through the canyon to the cartographer when they were ambushed by enemy armor.

Under cover fire the Chief advanced with the 102mm High Explosive Anti-Tank or HEAT rocket launcher. From his cover, the Chief popped off two rounds scoring two direct hits. The Brute Chopper and the Grunt on the Ghost both went up in flames. The Chief's gravely voice crackled over the com, "Lets move."

"You heard the Chief, lets move Marines!"

"Hotel Sierra! You see him pop those shots off," questioned Herb Gutierrez, the squads newest member, affectionately dubbed "Rookie". The other Marines just shook their head and continued forth, they had seen the Chief in action, they've seen what a Spartan could do given the right tools.

Monty "Tank" Singleton just snorted and spat on the ground near Rookie's foot. Standing six foot five, Monty was ever bit of his nickname, being the only person in the squad that could come close to reaching the Chief's height. Pumping another round into his M90 shotgun, Tank spoke over the com, "Shut and do your job Rookie, can't have you distracting the Chief."

"Cut the chatter, we got inbound," Zener barked. Almost immediately the squads sharpshooters dropped into prone positions, two with S2 sniper rifles and the triple shot of a SR Battle Rifle sounding in unison. The snipers, Elsa Doyle and Percy "Striker" Gomez squeezing gas fed rounds into the incoming Brutes with steady hands while Alice "Goat" Grimes popped off a triple shot with her Battle Rifle. The Brutes dove for cover and fired off bolts at the incoming humans.

The squads only medic, Loretta "Doc" Osborn followed the two rifleman, Benton "Hammer" Poole, a large man with a standard Assault Rifle, and a skinny man with a pointed face, appropriately named Wesley "Rat" Ratliff, who took point with an Assault Rifle. The three shot off to the right flank under cover fire and rock formations. As Doc slid into position, Hammer shifted his head to the left and spat another wad of spit before grinning at his fellow Marines, "Lets fuck 'em up." Doc paled slightly before nodding. Rat wore a feral grin as he, Hammer, and Doc swung left and lit up the Brutes exposed right flank.

The Brutes shifted their field of fire to counter the new threat, but with the lull in fire, the rest of Zulu team with the Chief blitzed the unsuspecting Brutes. Three grenades landed at the feet of the Brutes that never knew what hit them. As they rounded another pass within the canyon, the small group of humans come upon an entryway to the Cartographer. Upon their approach, several Phantoms, the Covenant version of a Pelican, swoop in with Elites dropping down, one with silver armor taking the lead.

The Elites parted ways as humans made their way to them. The silver Elite, the Arbiter, greeted the Master Chief when he came close enough, "Welcome Spartan, we must hurry and stop Truth, before we are burn in the cleansing fires of the rings." The Chief nodded before turning at the sound of inbound enemy armor. The rest of the group pivoted as well and began taking cover. The Chief, Arbiter, and Elites began moving into the structure when they saw the nine Marines staying behind. Zener, as if sensing the unasked question, faced Chief and grinned as he spoke, "You guys stop the crazy fucker upstairs, we'll stomp these apes and rendezvous with you and Johnson up top. Get moving, we'll give you the time!"

A slight hesitation and the Chief made his way into the structure. The Elites looked to their commander for instructions but the Arbiter merely nodded to the Marines and he and the rest of the Elites followed the Chief. The Marines swung their attention back on the incoming Brute armor. Doyle and Striker picked exposed gunners on the enemy vehicles while the rest of the squad opened up with Assault and Battle Rifles. As the vehicles came within range, Singleton popped out of cover and nailed a Wraith with the last two rounds in the rocket launcher. The Wraith went up in flames as the other vehicles swerved to avoid the wreckage.

Grimes focused her sight through her scope, efficiently dropping most of the basic infantry, like Grunts and Jackals, with short controlled bursts. Rat and Rookie to her right laying down heavy fire on the enemy as Hammer, Doc, and Sarge shifted left to get a clear line of sight on Covenant taking cover behind the wrecked Wraith. A Marauder, packing several Brutes, came charged through the smoke, the spike shots coming from the Brutes weapons clinking into the wall just above the Marines heads. A look of disgust washed over Zener's face though it dropped quickly when Tank broke cover and lobbed a grenade several feet in front of the inbound vehicle. The timing was perfect as the Marauder flipped killing the gunner and one of its side occupants.

Tank, grinned and dove forward for cover behind a rock formation. The victory was short lived as Rookie shouted above the din, "Wraith fire, take cover!" Tank only got to see Sarge's face pale before ducking behind his cover. "Fuck," was all Tank could say as the blast from the Wraith landed no more than three feet to his left, completely engulfing him in flames. Death was instant. Goat was the first to break cover and popped a round off, killing the gunner of the Wraith.

Shaken by Tank's death, Sarge fought for control of his emotions, They had managed to get through Boot together and served in the Marines until now. Mourning would come later if there would be a later, now he had seven other soldiers to mind. "Fall back into the compound, let them come to us," Sarge shouted through the comm. Rat and and Striker were the first to the door, they spun and knelt fired off rounds covering their squad mates as they ran forward almost doubled over.

They reached the entryway, Rat and Striker falling in behind them as Sarge worked furiously on the door to get it to shut and lock, "Ah shit, this thing don't work worth a damn. Move further in and get a foot hold Marines, this is going to be a hellavu fight!" The squad moved into the structure passing the corpses of a few Brutes, Grunts and a lone Elite. As they rounded a corner, Sarge gazed back the entryway as the first Brute came into sight. Sarge silently swore a storm as the first one was a chieftain, judging by the headdress. The pair locked eyes for a moment before the chieftain bellowed a war cry. Sarge's rebuttal was a clip to the face with his weapon, "Move Marines!"

As Sarge followed his team on his HUD, Goat barked through the comm, "Sir think we got company ahead of us too." Several red blips showed up ahead as well as behind. Grime faced, Sarge quietly assessed the situation. Looking to his team, he saw them looking to him for orders. Sarge closed his eyes, seeing Tank's death, his home burning from the Covenant glassing the planet, the countless deaths of his fellow humans, and his weight of the world upon his shoulders. His eyes shot open and held a edge to them and in a grave voice said, "Back to back Marines. This is where we hold 'em. Lets show 'em the proper way to kick ass."

A chorus of 'ooo-rahs' answered his order. Opening the comm to the Chief, Zener gave what would be his final transmission, "Chief, Arbiter! We're pinned down here between Brutes and something else. You boys got anything to spare, now would be a good time to do so!" The comm was silent for a moment but any sound was drowned our by Brutes firing their way into the Marines' kill zone. "Roger...Marines...inbound...ETA...nutes...over." The Marines met the Brutes fire with fire of their own. "You ain't paying for the rounds Marines! Use 'em," Sarge barked over the comm. A Grunt covered in plasma grenades charged forward into their right flank were it wrapped itself onto Goat. She screamed as she tried to melee it off, the explosion cutting off her scream.

"Shit! Keep it up Marines!"

The fight was a losing one, they knew that. But they had to give the Chief time to stop Truth. So they'd bite the bullet and go down fighting if they had too. Sarge's blood froze when Doyle shouted over the din, "Flood!" Even the Brutes knew what that meant. Suddenly, what was a fire fight between Covenant Brutes and Human Marines, now became a bloody free for all with the introduction of the infectious parasite . A Combat form fell from its leap and descended upon Rat, slashing through his protective chest armor, cutting into flesh and bone. He unloaded a full clip into the parasite but fell as a few spikes from a Brute put him down.

Hammer and Striker were back to back blasting anything that came into their field of fire. Hammer swept his weapon in an slow arc to nail as many of the infection form rushing at them. He snarled at the small forms as they began to pop and destroy one another. Striker struck a combat form in the jaw with the butt of his rifle. It stumbled before he could bring his rifle to bear. The Brute behind the combat form tried to crush them both. Striker lowered to his knee and brought the rifle barrel and squeezed off a round that blew through the Flood into the face of the Brute that crumpled as what was left of his brains splattered onto the floor.

A round from a Brute Shot, wielded by a infected Brute sent them flying and crashing into a weapons crate opposite of the room. Hammer swore loudly as made a grab at Striker. He went silent as he turned the skinny man over, his eyes already vacant with death. Sharp pain shot through him as he examined himself. Both of his legs were gone. Eyes widening, he felt a parasite latch itself onto his back. "Fuck off you little shit," swore the big man, trying to dislodge the parasite by rolling. Feeling control slipping away, Hammer did the one thing he had left, popped the pin on one his fragmentation grenade and rolled over onto it. The blast killed him and the parasite trying to infect him.

Doyle and Rookie were working their way to the last two members of Zulu team, Sarge and Doc. Brutes firing at them and the Flood, the Flood firing at everything, and the Marines caught in the middle. Sarge swung his weapon and blasted another form that too close for comfort. He caught sight of Doyle and Rookie working their way over to them. A grim grin spread across his face, but that too faded as he shot another Brute that came after him. He looked back and his heart plummeted as he watch a chieftain rush in behind the two and bring its Gravity Hammer down upon them. Doyle was killed instantly, her back bending at a completely perfect right angle. Rookie was sent sprawling forward, desperately trying regain his footing.

Sarge got a bead upon the chieftain and squeezed the trigger, intent on saving the young mans life. An infected Brute stepped between him and his target, the bullets shredding its body instantly. Even as it fell, Sarge was slapping another clip into the rifle. He raised his weapon as the hammer came down on Rookie. He fired as the hammer met the young mans body, sending torrents of crimson liquid shooting out to either side of Rookie, blood fountained from his mouth. The rounds glanced off the Brutes armor, its attention brought to Sarge, whose eyes widened, "Oh fuck me sideways."

The beast roared and charged forward. It brought it's weapon to bear as it came within range of the human before it. "Doc move," Sarge barked. When he didn't get a response, he rolled to the right and glanced at where Doc had been. Standing there was combat Flood form slashing at a Brute. Doc's once pretty face now hung off to the side and bobbed sickeningly as it moved. The Brute swung its fist and smashed the Flood form. A roar from the chieftain brought Sarge to his senses. The remaining two Brutes finished the Flood as the chieftain focused on the human before it. He back peddled away from the Brute as it gave chase. Not watching were he was going, Sarge tripped over a Brute grenade, reminiscent of an old German potato masher but with spikes. Grabbing it in one hand, Sarge rolled forward and to the left as the Brute brought its hammer down, seeking the Sergeant.

Scrambling back to his feet, Sarge swung the grenade, arming it as it smashed into the chieftains headdress, and leaping away. The Brute roared its righteous anger before being blown away. It staggered for a moment before collapsing in a heap. Sarge brought his rifle to bear and unloaded into a Brute trying to dislodge a Infection Form. It crumpled to the ground and the parasite popping into gas as Sarge fired a round into it. The feral growl behind the Sergeant sent a shiver into his spine. Slowly he turned and came face to face with the remaining Brute. It lifted its meaty fist and crashed into Sarge's face, instantly breaking the jaw.

Sarge fell to the ground like a sack of potatoes, face bloodied, and jaw broken. The Brute slowly advanced upon the human, its weapon raised above its head to bring it down onto the human. The sound of plasma burning through the air, and the distinct smell of hair and flesh being burnt wafted into Sarges nose. The Brute collapsed, revealing an Elite that looked down upon the human. Blood flooded Sarge's mouth, his neck broken, unable to cough it out. The Elite tried to move the wounded man in front of it but stopped as it spasmed in his arms. The fierce look in the humans eyes stunned the Elite momentarily. Slowly it nodded, bringing out its Energy Sword, it quickly thrust it into Sarge's body. Pain flashed across his eyes passed as quickly as it came. His head lolled to the side as death took the Sergeant.

The Elite looked back at the Chief, Arbiter, and what remained of the party of Elites. The Chief, knelt down next to the fallen sergeant, gazing at him before straightening up. "Come on, lets finish this fight, for them, for everyone." The rest quietly followed the two out of the structure. Silence prevailed in the now tomb.

The trio looked upon the scene in front of them impassively. Two men and what appeared to be a young woman. The oldest looking one, hair white and face wrinkled with age spoke first, "Why have you shown this to us, Kami-sama?"

The young woman, sighed and looked at the older of the two before replying in turn, "As deity of your world, I must do what feel is necessary to protect my domain. Your world is in constant strife, and I fear a darkness is descending upon the Elemental countries. To counter this darkness, your world needs men and women with strength and courage. While I must admit, the shinobi of Fire Country possess the Will of Fire, I'm afraid that that alone will not be enough."

Kami sighed as she gazed at the fallen Marines, proud members of Zulu Squad. Her eyes softened slightly, moisture threatening to over come her eyes. "These warriors, these 'Marines', will play a key role in countering this evil," she said as the world around them began to fade to nothingness. The bodies of the Marines didn't fade with the background, but their wounds and missing limbs restored.

The other man, tall and sporting a white coat with flames dancing across the hem, turned and spoke at last, "Will they be given a choice?" The older man frowned and gazed at the deity, studying her features before she shook her head. Both men sported a frown at this. To fight for ones own terms was one thing, it was something completely different to be forced to fight for something you had no commitment to.

As if sensing their distress, Kami spoke again, "They will agree to fight after I have shown them the same images as I have shown you today. They will prove most valuable to you as them grown into their own fighting force." She pivoted to face them, her simple movement as graceful as gliding. "You must understand, I do this only to maintain peace in your world. If not, your world will consumed by darkness. But there will be time to speak of this matter later, go and awaken in your own world. I will summon you again when the time is right."

Both men glanced at each other before nodding to Kami. They began to fade from existance when they heard he speak softly, "May my guidance light your path, Hokages." She gazed at the spot they had been standing only moments before turning and making her way to the fallen Marines. As she came to Sarge, she gently caressed his face, blowing warm air into his face, new life into his body.

Sarge's eyes shot up and greedily sucked air into his lungs. The first this he noticed when his blurred vision began to sharpen was a pair of brown eyes gazing into his. Before he could react, a sweet melodious voice rang out to him, "Welcome Sergeant Cameron Zener, there is trouble brewing that only someone of your caliber can take. You could say.. I'm in need of a few good men."
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	2. Reveille!

Previously on Konoha's Devil Dogs:

_ Both men glanced at each other before nodding to Kami. They began to fade from existance when they heard her speak softly, "May my guidance light your path, Hokages." She gazed at the spot they had been standing only moments before turning and making her way to the fallen Marines. As she came to Sarge, she gently caressed his face, blowing warm air into his face, new life into his body._

_ Sarge's eyes shot up and greedily sucked air into his lungs. The first this he noticed when his blurred vision began to sharpen was a pair of brown eyes gazing into his. Before he could react, a sweet melodious voice rang out to him, "Welcome Sergeant Cameron Zener, there is trouble brewing that only someone of your caliber can take. You could say.. I'm in need of a few good men."_

The older man blinked stupidly at the young woman before him. Her gentle brown eyes staring curiously at his face, her brown hair hung loosely off her head, gently framing her face. All this and the sergeant merely blinked in response. Suddenly phantom pains from his injuries not but a few moments ago registered in his mind. Kami bounded backwards as the grizzled sergeant came up swinging. She patiently waited for the fit to subside before she approached him. Once the pain subsided, the older man stared suspiciously at the deceptively innocent looking girl. She smiled at him before she walked over the rest of his squad, caressing their faces and blowing a golden wind into them.

He sat and watched in amazement as his squad, his family, return to the land of the living... so to speak. The young woman worked quickly and quietly, not speaking to another one of the Marines. As she revived each of them, Sarge in turn would walk up behind her and get the Marines to focus on him as they fought through the phantom pains of what was suppose to be injuries that killed them. As she came to Doc, the last Marine to be revived, the others gathered behind and glanced at the nothingness that surrounded them. No one spoke as Sarge went to gather Doc into his arms. Still weak in her knees, Sarge hoisted her up and threw her arm over his shoulder, supporting her as they walked to the young woman that revived them.

"I suppose I owe you an explanation of your current condition," Kami spoke to the confused Marines. Her voice flowing around them, calming their frayed nerves. She turned to face them as she paused for a moment. Her eyes gazing into each of them, studying their features, peering into their souls. "All of you died in the battle with the 'Brutes' and those creatures you called the 'Flood'," she explained, her gaze fallen upon Sarge. He's eyebrow rose as he snorted out his question, "So we're dead?"

Her soft laughter rebounded around them, almost angelic in its harmony, before she composed herself. "Yes... and no. You see, you may have died at this installation you called the 'Ark', but I've collected your souls together here for another purpose," she held up her hand to stave off questions, as she continued, "There is a world under my keep, one that must remain aligned with the natural order of things. An evil foreign to this world is slowly it. So in order to counter this darkness, I've gathered you here to fight." She had been pacing, explaining all of this to the group, only to find when she had her back turned to them, they began to converse amongst themselves.

Her delicate eyebrow, twitched in annoyance. So few beings ever had the chance to bask in the presence of a deity. Now these 'Marines' had the gall to ignore her? Furiously, she shook her head, her mane violently bouncing as she regained composure. Coughing into her fist, she was pleased as the Marines focus upon her once again. Before she had the chance to speak, Sarge stepped forward and poked her in the forehead. Each of them blinked at one another before he rounded onto his Marines, "Yup, she's real, anyone else got any bright ideas?"

It was absurd, the sentient beings of her plane of existence worshiped her and when in her presence, spoke in hushed, respectful voices. Now, these nine individuals, souls saved by her power were ignoring her? This would not stand. Power flared around Kami as the Marines whipped around and gazed at the awesome sight. She grew in size, towering above the humans as they staggered back to keep the fierce being in front of them within their sights. "Foolish mortals! You will stay your tongues and no speak until spoken too," she bellowed. Startled for a moment, the Marines fall into a silence while they glanced at one another. Kami, thinking that this was a sign to continue, began to dispel the display of power when the Marines broke out into fits of laughter.

Kami froze at the sound. These humans, these 'Marines', were truly something else. The audacity to openly laugh in the face of a god that had given their broken bodies new life was not something to be taken lightly. Still here they were, roaring with laughter and ribbing each other until finally they calmed down. Disbelief shone across Kami's face before it settled into a ghost of a smile. She truly had selected the right beings for the job. "You nine mortals are going to save this world from utter annihilation...," was all she could say before she was interrupted. "What about the Chief? And the Arbiter? Did they make it? What happened in our own world dammit," Sarge barked gruffly at Kami.

"The ones you fought bravely for, the ones you sacrificed you lives for, have completed their missions. Your world will live on for generations to come. Your sacrifices were not in vain," she gently spoke causing the Marines to release their collective breath they had been holding. As the Marines celebrated amongst themselves, Sarge turned to Kami, a look of steel in his eyes, "Now what was this about us saving someones ass?"

Kami for her part had the decency to blush at the crude language, "You and your squad must be reborn in the land of Shinobi, were you will crush an evil spreading though out the land. An evil born from Hell itself. It infects the hearts of the wicked, given new life where ever this evil flows. Your fight is not over just yet." The Marines gaped at her, gazing as if she sprouted another limb or head. Sarge closed the distance between himself and Kami with two easy strides before he thrusted his grizzled features into hers, "Bulllshit, we fought, we won, now we're dead. Let us rest in peace. I don't give a damn about someone else's problems. If its such an issue, get someone from your world to fix it, because thats what we did for ourselves. Not our problem lady."

Kami sighed as she pinched the bridge of her nose. She knew this was going to be difficult, but one would think that battle hardened soldiers would not shy away from more battle. "You must understand, the fate of hundreds of thousands rest in your hands. Surely, you are not afraid of a challenge," she questioned, hoping to get a rise. Sarge scowled at the woman, "You don't get it, we've been fighting for our lives these last twelve years. We are tired of fighting, we just want our time to rest." The rest of the squad was silent as they followed the exchange between the two. Kami snapped her fingers and an image sprang to life behind her. It showed a small boy running from a mob of people, cuts ranging all over his body. His cloth soaked in his own blood. Kami narrowed her eyes at the gruff older man, "This young man will grow up alone and hated amongst those that should see him a hero. He will hold back one of the greatest demons of all time, and still he will be shunned for his burden.

Sarge scowled at the images, seeing the mob corner the boy and beat him to an inch of his life. With another snap, the images shifted. Fires raged across a massive forest, villages burnt to the ground as men had their way with struggling women. Children lay slain in the streets, gutted, beaten, or beheaded. "Will you really abandon this people? Will you forsake vows you have taken in your previous life? To protect the innocent, protect those unable to protect themselves? If you are, then leave, take your rest, I would find another that would not forsake his fellow man so easily," she turned her back to him as she finished.

Kami almost regretted her decision when she felt herself wheeled around to face the grizzled sergeant. He thrust out his jaw aggressively at her as he spoke, "Now you listen to me bitch, last time I was guilt tripped into helping someone, I fell through the attic floor at my brother's mother-in-laws home. I fell through the ceiling and bounced off the fucking couch and tumbled out the damn window of a second story building. Four fractured ribs, a slipped disc, broke both my damn legs, and a broken arm, now you tell me if that is not a worthy cause for not falling for your guilt trip."

She froze for a moment before tilting her head to the side in a questioning glance, "So, will you aid me and the boy?" The sergeant scowled and looked to his squad, all nodded in agreement. He sighed as he glanced back at the deity in front of him, "Did I even have a damn choice?" Kami smiled sweetly as she shook her head, her hair bouncing with the gesture. He sighed as it was his turn to pinch the bridge of his nose to ward off an oncoming head ache, "Fine, what do we have to do?"

Kami snapped her fingers once more and desks appeared behind the Marines and a chalk board behind her. She gestured towards the desks as she took up station in front of the board. "You are going into a world of mystical energies and spiritual powers. Body energy is a vital force generated with the cells of living organisms. Combined with Spiritual energy, or force of will and mental fortitude, it can be harnessed into a variety of uses, mostly common, chakra, essential to the use of even the most basic of jutsu," she explained as various diagrams drew themselves upon the board behind her.

"In your bodies, are pathways or circulatory system for said chakra, and this energy is released at points known as chakra points. There are five known elements in the Elemental countries, Earth, Water, Fire, Wind, and Lightning. Each element is stronger than the next, but weaker than the previous, with Lightning looping back to Earth," she explained as a circle of the elements drew itself onto onto the board.

She grinned as faced the Marines again, who sat there sweating bullets, "You nine will be reborn with the basic knowledge chakra control, genjutsu, ninjutsu, and taijutsu. So there will be no further need to explain to you. I only present this knowledge to you so you may focus on rebuilding your bodies to be in peak fighting condition."

She glanced at the gathered Marines before her, she closed her eyes as she summoned two images of the two men that were there before the Marines came too. She gestured towards the images on either side of her, "These men were here moments before you came too, they saw your fight with the Brutes and your deaths. When you return to the world of the living, you'll be but infants, orphans due to a rather brutal bandit raid. They will guide you as best they can. Please, follow the blonde's orders as you will not be with him for long I'm afraid. You will see when the time comes."

The Marines nodded to her, and began to glow a soft white. The light expanded and wrapped into their essence. And just as quickly as it started, they were gone. Kami stared momentarily at where the Marines stood moments ago before she began to vanish herself, a tear slid down her face as she turned away, "I'm so very sorry, Marines, may my light shelter your hearts in the coming darkness."

Two men sat in the orphanage gazing upon nine infants. The older man, Sarutobi, Third Hokage of the village Konoha, sat and glanced at his soon to be successor, Minato Namikaze, before speaking up, "I'm getting to old for this." The younger man grinned at his leader before he motioned to the door, "Oi, best get started on that paper work Jiji-sama. These brats are barely days old and already given you a mountain of paper work." The Third scowled at Minato, gestured for him to follow, before he replied, "Yes, and then theres the fact that your going to help me, successor."

Minato blinked before he became starry-eyed. He really was going to be the Fourth Hokage! Sudden realization hit as he knew that mountain of paper work was still going to be there when he took office, and summed up the situation as simply as he could, "Well crap."

**:Thirteen years later:**

"Where the hell is Blue Team," shouted an overly irate Sarge in his teams comlink. Though the comlink was no where near the sophistication of his previous world's technologies, it sure as hell got the job done. Eight other people winced as Sarge's voice boomed into their ears, three in particular, said occupants of Blue Team. Doc, Tank and Doyle all glanced at each other with guilty expressions, they wanted to be anyone but where they were currently. Red Team and Green Team both ran in pursuit of their target, slightly adjusting their course to move the target into the path that would allow Blue Team to intercept their target.

Unfortunately, Blue Team was east of their position that they needed to be in. Tank scowled at his teammates and radioed in, "Roger that Green Leader, Blue Team moving east by northeast, please readjust pursuit for interception in forty meters, ETA thirty seconds." Red and Green Team immediately shifted heading, using thrown weapons to shift their quarry's directions. Sarge barked over the com, "Pursuit team closing kill zone, ETA ten seconds!"

Blue Team dropped from the canopy, into the pursuit team's field of vision and went for the intercept. Several tense moments as Blue Team struggled with their target before Tank stood up with several scratches on his face, as he held a young looking cat with a red attached to its left ear in a vice like grip. Tank shook the cat as it clawed at his face again before he turned to his sergeant, "Sir, with respect... next time the Hokage sends on this 'Rescue Tora' mission, we redecorate his office with mud and paint."

Sarge wore a shit-eating-grin as he faced the thirteen year old Marine, "Duly noted, now I'll hold the beast of hell while Doc looks at your face, unless you want a few 'atta-boys'?" Tank scowled at the prospect of 'atta-boys', awards given to soldiers who fucked up and got hurt but still got the job done, "Sir, no sir."

As Sarge was given the cat, Doc went to examine the young mans face, inhaling sharply as she did. The rest of the squad quickly shot glances to her, Sarge already at her side, given the cat to Rat. Both man and beast gazed wickedly at each other, the sparks flew from their eyes. Tank the most worried, stood stock still, as Doc examined him. Sarge glanced at Tank, seeing nothing immediately wrong and frowned at Doc before he voiced his thoughts, "Something wrong Doc? Tank, you wounded Marine?" "Sir, no sir," the stock still Tank said, his eyes shifted between Doc and Sarge.

Doc rounded onto her sergeant, "Sir its his face!" Suddenly that caught the attention of the entire squad, as they crowded around Tank. A few tense seconds crawl by before Sarge again voiced the thoughts of the squad, "Whats wrong?" Doc having stepped back in order for the squad to press in on Tank, looked her sergeant dead in the eye and simply stated, "He's slightly better looking now." The squad blinked in unison before erupting into laughter. Tank scowled deeply at the young medic, who in turned smiled sweetly at the large boy, "Don't worry Tanky, I'm sure there's someone out there that is as blind as you are ugly just waiting for you."

The laughter died slowly, Doc gave high-fives to those that offered, before the Sarge had them focused again, "Alright Marines, lets get the hell outta here." A chorus of 'ooo-rahs' sounded in agreement before suddenly they were gone. The travel back to Konoha was set at a timed paced, each squad member taking extreme caution, the war with Iwa still fresh in their minds. They had just graduated by the time the Hokage, Konoha's Yellow Flash, put an end to the war. Still they had done their parts, helped with moving supplies and the such. Each squad member wore identical uniforms, hooded tunics, with leather belts and pouches, leather closed boots instead of the standard sandal. Brown turtle necks that covered the lower half of their faces and leather fingerless gauntlets, to better form hand seals while still providing some degree of protection. Their tunics and pants were dyed green with hits of gray dabbed in for better camouflage. Their entire uniform were composed of earthy colors, used to provide cover when fighting on unfamiliar terrain.

Still, how Tanks face mask was shredded by the cat, Tora, claws was something to ponder. There were dogs trained to fight along side shinobi...so why not cats? Sarge shook his head of these thoughts as Konoha's massive gates came into view, "Alright Marines, head back to base, I'll drop the beast of hell and the mission log off to the Hokage, be back in time for chow." With that the squad took off I different directions as they headed back to their 'base' and Sarge headed towards the Hokage's tower. He gave a salute to the Chunin as he passed by, all things considered that he was still a Genin. He climbed the stairwell and knocked twice upon the door that led to his village's leader. A few moments passed before a voice from the other side beckoned him in.

Sarge closed the door behind him about faced to face the Fourth. He went rigid as he snapped a salute, waiting for his superior to return the salute or give him the at ease order. Sarge never wavered but when he saw his leader's eyes flicker ever so slightly to his right, the sergeant now Genin, reacted on instinct as he tucked and rolled to the left. He felt the gentle push of wind generated by the limb that would have clocked him pass over him. He came out of the roll into a combative crouch, his eyes softened as Kushina relaxed the limb she used to throw the punch. He shook his head, here he was, a trained veteran of almost two wars, and almost had his ass handed to him by a woman about to have a child. He grinned at the woman before dropping the cat, and his mission log onto the Fourth's desk, "Good to see you too ma'am."

Kushina smiled as she walked behind the desk and wrapped her arms around the Fourth. Such display was reserved for only a select few for Minato had a large amounts of enemies to be on the look out for. Minato looked lovingly at his wife before addressing Sarge, "I'll be sure the Fire Lord drops off the extra money his wife, Madam Shijimi, always seems to skip out on. I take it the mission went without incident?" Sarge smiled under his mask and gave a nod to the Hokage, "Nothing to report sir, just went in, did the shit, and got the hell outta dodge, sir."

Kushina scowled at Sarge for his use of language in her presence. Still she had come to accept the fact that the young man spoke and carried himself like an old soldier, a thought that made her giggle at the mental image of him being a gruff old man. She blinked as both of the males in the room stared at her, causing her to blush and wave off their attention. After a few moments Sarge returned his attention to the Fourth and issued his warning, "Sir, with respect, the squad feels the need to sharpen our skills, even if they are rudimentary missions such as baby sitting and gardening. I believe the mention of redecorating your office with mud and paint was brought into the equation somehow."

The Fourth sighed as he gave the Genin a slight nod. Knowing he would have to assign the next time to a few Chunin. There was no way in hell that this cat warranted material to be D-rank. He was about to issue the bank notes when he winced at the pain in his shoulder. His and Sarge's attention focused on Kushina, who held Minato's shoulder in a vice like grip and the other hand hovered over her bulging belly. She swayed slightly, both men moved to either side of her to steady her, "I think my water just broke." Both men paled slightly as Minato suddenly took hold of her. He was about to body flicker when he noticed the stare of the young man still present in the room. It was a stare that most soldiers got after they had seen too much action, a thousand yard stare. He was broken out of musings when Sarge whispered quietly, "You feel that?"

Caught up in the announcement that his wife would soon go into labor, he stretched out his sense and almost became physically ill when he felt the immense hatred and rage emanating on the horizon. _So far out, and still able to feel it..._ Minato gathered his wits and began to issue orders, "Sarge I know others in the village must have felt that as well, gather your squad and round up every available Chunin and Jonin. We have a very serious issue to take care of. Go." Without another word, Sarge was out the window, he barked into his squads com, "Don't get comfy Marines! Shift your asses, we got to get every available Chunin and Jonin to the Hokage tower ASAP."

The village was in an uproar, the ninja moved amongst the villagers, or over them. Delta squad stood in front of the tower, flanking the Hokage as he gave assembled shinobi what his scouts just delivered. The Nine-Tailed Demon Fox was en route to the village. Panic swept through the ranks like wild fire. Even the Hokage had to take a moment to restore order, "Genin teams will escort the villagers into the shelters, I need every available Chunin ranked shinobi or higher to report to the village gates for deployment. We must stall it long enough to figure out a weakness, or kill it out right. If not our village is lost."

Roars of disbelief and screams of panic echoed amongst the gathered shinobi. One individual stepped forth and addressed the Fourth, "Hokage-sama, with all due respect how can we hope to defeat the strongest of the Tailed Beasts? Victory is impossible!" Fear was set a blaze anew. This time the Hokage himself couldn't quiet them down. Order came in the most unlikely of places to those who didn't know him, Sarge, "AHHHten-HUT! Belay that shit people!" He wafted into the crowd like a bulldog, knocking sense into people as he went. When he finally came back around to the front, order had been restored. The Fourth gave Sarge a nod of thanks before explaining his plan of engaging the Kyuubi.

The plan was simple, engage Kyuubi, stall long enough to allow the Fourth to perform the necessary seals in order to kill the Kyuubi. One tiny problem. Some idiot in the back began to babble incoherently about they were all going to die. If there was one thing that could destroy moral right now, it was panic, because everyone was afraid, nothing could drive the fear out. Panic though caused irrational decisions.

So with Minato's permission, Sarge began a speech his old sergeant had given them back on the first encounter with Halo. "Shinobi of the Leaf, we've got a angry hell bent force of nature bearing down upon us and our beloved home. It wants to get its filthy claws on Konoha. There in lies its first and fatal mistake. Because it thinks that its the baddest thing to every walk this earth."

He paused the monologue as he paced back in forth in front of the assembled men and women, he spun and glared at them, "Well, I don't care if Kami herself disagrees with me, we are the baddest mother fuckers this side of Fire Country, and we're not gonna let it have our home! What we let it have is a belly full of kunai steel, and a pool of its own blood to drown in!" He paused again, his head swiveled back and forth taking in the faces of those before him, "Am I right, shinobi of the Leaf?"

The roar of approval and shouts of encouragement echoed throughout the village, before the Marines moved out to carry out their tasks. As they reached the end of the street, they turned and gazed the shinobi moved out the intercept the Kyuubi. The Marines gave what would be their final salute to the man that had practically raised them. They knew now that Minato would give his life to protect the village, it was only several days after the attack, that they found out he actually did give his life, as he sealed the demon into the baby Kushina had recently given birth too. The Marines were saddened as Kushina herself had passed on due to complications in child birth. The nine Marines knew that now they had another family member, as they converted one of the rooms in the 'base' into a nursery.

This was going to be a helluva adventure.


End file.
